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SYMPATHY. 


Mr. Brumford Chappy: A FELLOW TOLD ME TO-DAY THAT I DIDN’r KNOW ENOUGH TO 
GO IN WHEN IT RAINED. 


Miss Edgerly: WHAT A WANT OF TACT! 








~C:G-Ganthers § 


ack ots, Swr 


S10 


Coie ° 


“Goes p i 
oo cas 


5 Sons~ 


‘Marstles, 
Crovattes, 
oe ali 


y/\) ( 


ARS —~~. 
wr i ns Cloalis.< 


Wir runes, 
Kage 
wNe 





L.P. HOLLANDER & = 


NEW YORK. BOSTON. 





We take great pleasure in announcing to our New York Clientele 
that we shall hereafter serve them directly. Our new establishment 


opens about September 15th, and occupies the entire building, 


No. 290 FIFTH AVENUE, 





where the following departments of our business will be represented : 


Ladies’ Dressmaking and Millinery, 
Ladies’ Mantles, Misses’ and Children’s Dresses, 
Street Garments, Hats and General Outfitting, 
Infants’ Wardrobes, Boys’ Clothing. 


Harper’ Magazin 
for October. 


HEODORE CHILD’S interesting series of South American pape: 
continued in this number in an illustrated article on ‘Agricult 
Chili,” effectively illustrated by T. pe THutstrup, H. Botton Jones 
others. JULIAN RALPH contributes an entertaining article entitled ‘‘Anto 
Moose-Yard,” illustrated by FREDERIC REMINGTON. JOAQUIN MILLER w 
about ‘*‘ Newstead Abbey,” and Professor NEWBERRY on “ The First 
Well.” Gerorce TickNor CurTIS relates some personal recollections 
N. P. Willis and Mrs. L. Maria Child; and L. E. CHITTENDEN contin 
his reminiscences of the United States Treasury by giving a history of 
‘*Moneys of Lincoln’s Administration.” The fiction of the Number 
cludes the fifth instalment of ‘*Port Tarascon,” by ALPHONSE Daun 
with numerous illustrations; ‘‘A White Uniform,” an illustrated story 
JONATHAN Sturces; ‘* The Strange Story of a Type-Writer,” by ANNA 
Brackett; ** Tea Tephi in Amity,” by ALIcE Warp BalLey; ‘“‘A-Flaggi 
by S. P. McLEAN GREENE; and ‘‘ The Dragoness,” by G. A. H1ppard. 


HARPER’S MAGAZINE, $4.00 PER YEAR. 
HARPER & BROTHERS, Franklin Square, N. Y. 





TOWN CARRIAGES 


SPORTING TRAPS. 


Our productions have maintained their reputation 
for un form excellence of quality for upwards of a quar- 
ter century, and are admitted to be the fashionable 
standard. All parts entering into the construction of a 
vehicle are manufactured on the premises under our 
careful personal supervision, insuring that uniform stand- 
ard of quality for which our house is well known. 


BREWSTER & CO, 


(OF BROOME STREET), 


BROADWAY, 47th to 48th ST.., 


ONLY PLACE OF BUSINESS. 


The Gorham Manufacturing Compal 


have in their stock of Silver Jewellery the largest assortment 
greatest variety of designs in the country. Their stock in this’ 
has been most favorably commended, and™it is at all times rep: 

with many specimens of artis- 

tic workmanship and finish. 

The ablest artists are em- 

ployed in constantly adding 

attractive novelties of every 

description to this line of 
goods. They have recently placed in their stock an extensive ! 
of Moonstone Jewellery in new and beautiful designs, which are exq 
sive to their establishment, and the assortment comprises Hair Pi 


Lace Pins, Scarf Pins, Glove Buttoners, Garter Clasps, Finger Rin 
’ ’ 





and every conceivable ornament in Silver-mounted jewellery. 
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DIFFERENT STANDARDS. 


‘Do you KNow, ELEANOR, I THINK HEBeE HARDY HAS A FIGURE LIKE THE VENUS OF MILO,” 


‘*Wuy, SaLity! I THINK HEBE HAS A VERY GOOD FIGURE.” 
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VOL. XVI. SEPTEMBER 25, 1890. 


28 West TWENTY-THIRD STREET, NEW YORK. 


No. 404. 


Published every Thursday. $5.00a year inadvance, postage free. Single 
copies, 1o cents, Back numbers can be had by applying to this office. Vol. 
I., bound, $30.00; Vol. II., bound, $15.00; Vols. III., IV., V., VI., VIL., 
VIII., 1X., X., X1., XIL., XIII., XIV. and XV., bound or in flat numbers, at 
regular rates. ; 

ejected contributions will be destroyed unless accompanied by a stamped 
and directed envelope. . i 

Subscribers wishing address changed will greatly facilitate matters by 

sending old address as well as new. 








‘© T seems to me,” writes Professor Shaler in a recent 


Scribner's, “ that it is rather to the physical condi- 
tions of North America than to any primal capacity on the 
part of its indigenous peoples to take on civilization, that we 
must attribute the failure of indigenous man within its limits 
to advance beyond the lowest grades of barbarism.” 

Yes, professor; physical conditions and climate! Climate 
had much to do with it. North America, the best parts of 
it, is blessed with what may be termed a rot-you-before-you- 
are-ripe climate. An indigenous people have never been 
able to mature in it, in a deliberate and thorough manner, 
but have invariably acquired a precocious, sickly smartness, 
and perished off the soil, leaving mounds, arrow-heads, em- 
broidered moccasins and sculptured cities behind them. 
The climate infuses irresistible energy in the folks that it 
acts upon, and they ripen too soon. The continent is a sort 
of forcing-bed, but while it is impossible for indigenous races 
to come to much in it, it is possible to get wonderful results 
from the transplantation into it of races. Full-grown English- 
men, Dutchmen and Germans, brought here full of blood 
and sluggish strength, have been amazingly quickened, and 
have sometimes made greater progress here in a decade than 
their brethren at home have made in a century. A special 
marvel that is apposite is the effect of American air upon 
the Irish. Almost all of the Irish are well-known to be of 
royal extraction, but at home the stock had fallen into de- 
cline. Not only have their abilities in general been carefully 
quickened by sniffing the free American breezes, but in par- 
ticular it is found that when the Celt sets foot on America’s 
shore an instinct of being boss, which in many case had slept 
in his blood for tens of centuries, springs as if by magic into 
full-sized life, and the long lost prince drops his hod and 
steps out aruler of men. Some of LIFE’s contemporaries 
have been discussing what it is that has put the Irishman 
over us. What is it, indeed, but this wonderful North 
American climate working upon his rudimentary kingliness. 

But the climate is as wearing as it is stimulating. It uses 
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up the materials in an emigrant race presently, and then if 
the members don’t take very good care of themselves, they 
waste away. The English race holds its own against the 
Irish at home: the reason why the Irish wallops it so here is 
because the Irish are newer to the climate, and have brute- 
strength of mind and body, and not so much delicacy and 
hair-splitting Yankee acuteness. The Irishman will get his 
American wire-edge on presently, and then, it may be, we 
shall see the descendants of the world-conquering Romans 
assessing our city taxes, and navigating New York bay to 
martial music on the Samuel Sloan. 

The idea has already got pretty thoroughly abroad that it 
is hazardous for native Americans to live too continuously 
on this continent, and the annual flitting of Summer travel- 
ers across the Atlantic is very striking evidence of the 
strength of a growing conviction that too much of a good 


thing is not to be desired. 
* * * 


BOSTON editor, Mr. Page, of the Advertiser, has 
thrown up his job and is going to Andover to study 
for the ministry. There is a good deal of comment upon 
his plan in the newspapers, It always seems to create more 
or less surprise when a man who has actually demonstrated 
his ability to do anything else, determines to study for the 
ministry. Then, too, it is a surprise when an editor who 
has actually worked at his business, has a practical belief in 
his fitness for any other occupation. The editor is usually 
credited with being a thoroughly sophisticated person, whose 
illusions have been combed out and his aspirations put on a 
scrupulously practical basis. Wesuppose Mr. Page is one 
of that sort, for the records say that his newspaper experience 
has reached over the better part of ten years. 

It is a good thing all around that he should swap pursuits, 
as he proposes. It proves that the newspaper business isn't 
so wicked as some people want to believe, or it couldn’t have 
fitted a man for the ministry ; and it proves that the ministry 
has fewer holes in it as a profession than is sometimes 
alleged, or a sophisticated editor would not betake himself 
into it. 

* * * 

BROOKLYN stepmother, who had married again, has 

been making a reputation for all stepmothers by fight- 

ing with a paternal grandfather for the possession of the child 
of her former husband, by his former wife. The woods are 
full of good stepmothers. Even the mother-in-law deserves, 
perhaps, a better character than she enjoys, and may yet be- 
come a popular favorite. But don’t expect to hear anything 
good of the walking delegate. He is not gaining by a hair- 
breadth in public favor. The thing for him to learn to do is 
to walk. He is of no value except asa target. Go, delegate, go! 
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PICTORIAL SHAKESPEARE 


‘*THINK YOU A LITTLE DIN 
CAN DAUNT MY EARS?” 


CAUSE FOR REJOICING. 
OET (to editor): Here 
is my last— 
EDITOR (fervently): 
Thank Heaven ! 
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A FREQUENT EXCEPTION. 


He: ALL THE WORLD LOVES A LOVER, 
She (gently): EXCEPT SOMETIMES THE GIRL THE LOVER LOVES, 








ON BOARD THE NAUSEA. 


ROWN: Well, I declare, Jones, you look years older than you did last week! 


JONES (on his first voyage): No wonder; I’ve had three consecutive berth-days 
since you saw me last. 





beeen (studying arithmetic): Mamma, | wish I were an Australian rabbit, 
JOHNNY’s MA: Why, Johnny? 


JOHNNY: Well, teacher told us to-day that rabbits in Australia multiply rapidly. ‘*WON BY A NECK.” 








OUR 
FRESH AIR 
FUND 





After 
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O not withhold your aid, good friends, because the Autumn days 
are coming on. Our village is still in operation, and there are 
still a number of little oxygen-pumps at work filling little hearts with 
red blood. Oxygen will not be plenty with them this Winter, and 
they need all the invigoration they can get to prepare for the long 
struzgle which lasts till Summer comes again. Do not hold back 
your gifts because you fear they will reach us too late, This work 
is a continuing one, and what is not used now will do equal good 
next Summer. 


Previously acknowledged..$7,023 10 From Fort Monroe ...... $2 so 
Minnesota Cottage on Proceeds of Entertainment 


Lae FOG... ccccces 9 50 at the Konomoc Club, 
OE PEE. cvassdcnes eve 10 00 Waterford, Conn., by 
From Massachusetts... 10 00 Miss Jane Allen, of 
M.W. K., Detroit, Mich.. 3 00 Newark, N. J., and 
From Phillips......... ..- 5 00 Miss Alice Blank, of 


Brooklyn, and Miss 


Marjorie, Martin and Vin- 
Edna Le Mapena.... 7 00 


cent, in memory of F. 





S. Newcomer......... 300 | Fines for being late. at 
. . * > peer 5 00 ERS. wagwiewi¥eces 2 00 
From L. F. W ..... ia ee ES SE eee I 00 
From Dorrance Reynolds. 15 00 | Dorothy F. Howry........ 2 00 
“ Chevegette”’ ........... ibe  —««-—« PR $7,122 10 














A NEW LIFE OF HAWTHORNE. 


N order to add another American worthy to the “ Great 
Writers” series Mr. Moncure D. Conway has done, 
what for any but commercial reasons, is superfluous—written 
another “ Life of Hawthorne” (Scribner & Welford). If it 
had to be done, Mr. Conway has probably made as good a 
shy at it as could be expected. He knows a great many 
interesting people, and has been able to add from their 
reminiscences and letters a few really good Hawthorne anec- 
dotes. Not being a son or son-in-law of the Romancer, he 
has spoken very frankly on one or two points that have here- 
tofore not been elaborated. Outside of biographical incidents 
he has thrown not one new ray of critical light on Haw- 
thorne’s works. He has not attempted it except with “‘ The 
Marble Faun,” and his transcendental hair-splitting in that 
instance is neither discriminating as criticism nor reasonable 
as psychology. One may a thousand times prefer the cold- 
blooded, but acute analysis of Mr. Henry James's essay to 
the vague imaginings of Mr. Conway. 

Isn't it time to quit writing of Hawthorne as a man 
freighted with a tremendous load of allegorical morality in 
the shadow of which he dwelt, gloomy and solitary? His 
works live, and will live as literature, for entirely different 
reasons—and in spite of their Puritan incubus. Some very 
wise man has said that the immortal thing about a great 
writer is his style—and Hawthorne, of all Americans, has 


A RISING YOUNG ARTIST. 








an immortal style. That phrase means a great many things 
which a host of clever men have tried to define; and it 
surely embraces one essential—imagination and fancy find- 
ing a perfect and harmonious expression. That is what 
pervades Hawthorne, and that is what pleases every sensi- 
tive man and woman reading his great romances. 

Ail of Mr. Conway’s moonshine about Hawthorne's “ pro- 
jecting his own soul” into the character of A/z/da, and for- 
saking “the hard region of Puritanism” to kindle a lamp 
and set a flame before a “divine mother,” is of a kind with 
the solemn nonsense talked at village “literary clubs”’ on 
long winter evenings, before the cider and apples are brought 
in and gossip begins. 

* * * 


a then there is a great waste of space in discussing 
Hawthorne's political sanity in writing a campaign 
“Life” of Franklin Pierce, in accepting the Liverpool con- 
sulship from him, and in his whole attitude on the slavery 
and war question. Mr. Conway, a Virginian, made great 
sacrifices to take one side of the slavery question, and Haw- 
thorne, a New Englander, to take the other. Each happened 
to be out of key with the prevailing sentiment in his own 
neighborhood. But what is the use of discussing now the 
political ethics of a writer of fiction? The significant thing 
in it all is that Hawthorne made a friend of Pierce when 




















OUR THOUGHTFUL WIVES HAVE SECURED FOR US THE SERVICES OF SEVERAL 








HENCEFORTH WE WILL BE SPARED MANY LITTLE MISUNDERSTANDINGS AT HOME, 


TYPEWRITING YOUNG LADIES FROM THE ‘** Hus,” 








both were boys at college—and they never wavered 
in their loyalty to that friendship till the very last 
hour of their lives. 

Could anything be finer in a human way than the 
enfeebled Hawthorne’s supporting Pierce at the 
grave of his wife, and Pierce’s creeping into Haw- 
thorne’s roam once or twice to watch over him on 
that last night’s sleep from which the dreamer of 
dreams never woke? A long friendship of forty 
years with such an ending is a more impressive 
spectacle for men and women of fine feeling than 
any amount of political consistency of the New 
England type. 

There have been two essentially moral move- 
ments in New England which have made a 
deep impression on our intellectual and _ political 
life — Transcendentalism and Abolitionism. The 
time of their activity and usefulness has been 
long past, and yet our writers continue to gauge 
by them questions of literature and art. They 
have set up the “moral” standard of criticism, 
and throw its light on the flowers of fancy. 

Now, Hawthorne stood apart from these move- 
ments (even when at Brook Farm) and developed 
his artistic nature in the “clear, brown twilight 
atmosphere” of his own thoughts. And yet they 
would measure him with their moral yardstick ! 

Are we never to have the esthetic outlook on 
literature, art and life—and look on Beauty face to 
face without the shadow of New England Puri- 
tanism over it and us ? 


Droch. 
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SHE NEVER DID FORGIVE HIM AFTER THAT. 


Patience Mantlepiece (after drying her eyes): 





WELT!, JACK, I WILL /ry 


Jack (an enthusiast, who has been utilizing the graceful pose): O HOLD 
NoT YET; 





JUST WAIT ONE MINUTE! 












THE MELANCHOLY END OF MANY 


DON’T PUT TOO HEAVY A BURDE 





OF MANY A SUMMER FLIRTATION. 


vy A BURDEN ON A SMALL SALARY. 
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THE DIFFERENCE TO HIM. 
Teacher (finding out who had hit him with a paper ball): YOU THOUGHT 
THAT VERY FUNNY, DIDN'T YOU ? 
Johnnie: 1 WOULD HAVE, IF I HADN’T BEEN CAUGHT. 











MULTUM IN PARVO. 


H AST thou the German dwarfs by Niblo’s-Garden-Theatre 

seen ? 

No; I have them not seen. 

It would enjoy thee greatly them to see. 

Pray. 

Because by them much cleverness is. Of all littlekins they are 
most little. 

What do they ? 

A show-play; therein fairies and kobolds are. The littlekins 
while already entirely small are entirely graceful. Yet will you no 








A LOVE. STORY. 
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‘THEE 1S A CROWD, 




















repulsiveness thereby see. 

So. 

Yes, well. And also certainly music, singing, and dances of the 
ballet. 

So. 

Yes, well. And one littlekin who a markworthy comedian is. 
He so small as all the others together is, and names himself Elbert. 

Certainly. 

He no larger than a finger-hat is. And also regularly thou canst 
beer between the acts from stones drink. 





Certainly ? 
Certainly, 








SATISFACTION, 
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Dorothy's Indulgent Papa: S) 1O-MORROW’S YOUR BIRTHDAY, EH ? 
WeELI, WEIL; I MUST GIVE YOU A NICE PRESENT. COME, NOW; CHOOSE 
ONE AS HANDSOME AND EXPENSIVE AS YOU PLEASE. 
ALL’s WELL ‘THAT ENDS WELL, Dorothy: 1 WiLL TAKE JACK HARDUPPE, PAP’, DFAR, 























N direct contrast to the little people at Niblo's are 
the three large, long, Levey sisters who appear in 
Evans and Hoey’s “ Parlor Match”’ at the Park. They 
range over six feet in altitude and are very tall for their 
height. 
% * * 
T would be a very capricious taste indeed;that could 
not find entertainment at the theaters this, week. 
If you wish anything from the triumphant-virtue school 
of English melo-drama to Francis Wilson’s American 
light opera, you can find it at some theater in New 
York. There is one exception, however. If you wish 
Shakespearian or tragic drama you will have to find it 
between the covers of a book. Our late friend of 
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Stratford-on-Avon never wrote a farce-comedy or a yy Vif Gy 4 
tank-drama and therefore is obliged to take a back ty Lit 
seat forthe present. But theatrical taste has its reac- \ eo Y, UY) LAD fh 
tions, and when the public tires of being simply amused | Oy ae | 
Shakespeare will have his innings. Metcalfe. 











HAKESPEARE would have suggested a more 


pathetic spectacle to the modern fancy had he THE DAY BEFORE THE WEDDING. 
spoken of “ Patience ” as sitting on a restaurant chair 
instead of on a monument ‘‘Yes, ALICE, STRANGE AS IT MUST SEEM, IT IS, INDEED, I, YOUR CYRUS 


THE WHITE CaPS CALLED ON ME LAST NIGHT, AND WHAT WITH A GREAT 
HE trouble about the pace that kills is that it DEAL OF TAR AND A MODICUM OF FEATHERS, I FEEL CONSTRAINED TO 


doesn’t kill enough. ASK YOU TO POSTPONE OUR MARRIAGE FOR A FEW Days.” 





















j Mr. Doodle (the caricaturist): Ha, HA! I HAVE 
RF I'LL DRAW A MAN WITH AN AXE CUTTING UPA 
BOARDING-—HOUSE PIF. 




















AN IDYL. 
T was in the summer, 
On Atlantic’s strand ; 

Fair the scene—maijestic rocks 

Girt by dazzling sand. 
I, whom men call bummer, 

There won Sylvie’s hand ; 
Her’s were the majestic rocks— 

Mine the dazzling sand. 

Rk. H. Titherington. 


N ATURE has been kind to the negro. 
4 His worst foe cannot pull the wool 
over his eyes. 





IT WOULDN’T BE TEARS. 


RS. SNOOPER (finding anewspaper 
story): And Col. Blood burst into 
tears at the sight. 

COL, SNOOPER: -O, nonsense! 
Blood is a Kentuckian. 





A HORRIBLE INDIGNITY. 


~POKESMAN (of Strzkers’ Committee, fifty 
years hence): We have decided to go 
out on strike. 
PRESIDENT OF R. R. COMPANY: Why, what is the trouble ? 
SPOKESMAN: Well, we don’t propose to work for a man who wears 
a cutaway coat before twelve o'clock. 





A MAGAZINE ARTICLE—Gunpowder. 

















AN AFTERNOON DRESS. 
(A La Mode.) 


Nelly (reading with much difficulty): THE PLAIN U-N-DER-S-KI-RT IS OF G-O-L- 
DEN B-R-OWN-POULTICES, THE BOLONAS IS OF GRAVY AND B-R-OWN PRIN-T-ED— 
D-E-LA-NCY—WITH LOTS OF B-ROWN MARROW RIBBED VEA-L WET, VEST AND S-LIVERS 
OF POULTICES. 

Chorus: B-E-A-U-UTIFUL ! 

TRANSLATION, 
‘* The plain underskirt is of golden brown fou/t de sote ; the polonaise is of gray and 


brown printed delaine, with loops of brown, narrow mbbon velvet; vest and sleeves of 
poult de sore.” 
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CHARLES MATHEWS, ong day previous to the period of his publicly 
proclaimed dire bankruptcy, invited a friend to dine with him. ‘The 
walnuts were washed down by some rare East India sherry. 

‘*That’s delicious wine,” his friend exclaimed ; ‘‘ it must have cost 
you a lot of money.” 

‘*It didn’t cost me anything that I know of,” the flighty comedian 
answered, with a shrug. 

‘*You had it given to you, then,” the friend suggested. 

‘¢Oh, no,’”” answered Mathews, ‘‘I bought it from Ellis, in Bond 
street.” 

‘« But he will charge you something for it,” the friend exclaimed, in 
astonishment. 

‘*T believe he does write something down in a book,” Charles retort- 
ed, gravely ; ‘‘let’s have another glass, my boy.”—Argonaut. 





WHEN James Albery’s ‘‘ Married” was produced at the Royalty 
Theatre, an unknown actor made the sensation of the evening in the 
part of a French waiter. His ‘‘ deux bocks, deux,” his ‘‘ biftek, un,” 
had the genuine Parisian boulevard ring, and critics and first-nighters 
alike wereasking one another in wonderment where Mr. Charles Wynd- 
ham had picked up this splendid and hitherto unknown character actor, 
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whose name on the play-bill, ‘‘ Mr. Crabbe,” afforded no clew whatever. 
On the following morning every paper in London picked out Crabbe 
as a most promising comedian. Within a week after that, however, 
the cat was let out of the bag. Mr. Wyndham had simply engaged 
a French waiter to play the part.— Argonaut. 


PasT-COMMANDER James S. Fraser, of the Grand Army of the 
Republic of this State, told some friends, the other night, a story about 
a man he sent down to the custom-house to get a job as night- 
watchman. Collector Erhardt sent the man to the civil-service board 
to be examined. The man was quite intelligent, and answered the 
questions put to him until he was asked what the distance was between 
the earth andthe sun. He hesitated for a time, and finally acknowl- 
edged that he did got know. 

‘*You don’t know?” said the commissioner, severely. 

‘* Mister,” said the applicant, ‘‘I didn't think I'd have to answer 
a question like that. 1’m looking fora night job.".—New York Star. 


‘*T FEAR verwy much,” said Willie Wishington,‘‘ that I am grow- 
ing wesentful.” 

‘* Why ?” was the interrogatory. 

‘*] am getting sothat I answer back with a quickness that amounts 
almost to asperity. Miss Belle Pepperton wemahked to me yestehday 
that it seemed impossible foh me to get anything through my head at 
times.” 

‘* What did you say?” 

‘‘T told heh that if such were the case I should certainly have 
stahved to death long ago.”— Washington Post. 








Have You Used 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP 


Complexion? 
Baby’s Bath ? 
Shampoping ? 


Skin Diseases ? 


25 cents. All Druggists. 





CELEBRATED HATS, 


Ladies’ Round Hats and Bonnets and 
The Dunlap Silk Umbrella. 

178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, bet. 2ad and 23d Sts., 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St. 
NEW YORK. 

Palmer House, Chicago. 914 Chestnut St., Phila. 
G2 Agencies in all Principal Cities. 
Gold Medal Awarded, Paris Exposition, 1889. 


OAKLEY’S 


Violet of Parma 
Toilet Water. 


FOR THE HANDKERCHIEF. 


In 8 and 16 oz, Bottles, 


Queen Cologne. 


in 4, 8 and 16 oz. Bottles. 


Cream of Cucumber 








IF NO 
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BI 






Such find P 


Samples of the leading num- 

bers will be sent FREE on re- 

ceipt of return postage, 2 cts. 
SPENCERIAN PEN CO., 


Broadway, 


Toilet Soap. 


FOR THE COMPLEXION. 


Camelia Soap. 


MADE BY THE 


OAKLEY SOAP anp 
PERFUMERY CO. 





New York. 








a» HELIO-VIOLET SACHET power: 
_ For Sale by all Dealers. 





ARE YOU GOING TO CORRESPOND ? 

Use only the * Whiting Standard Papers.” 
them to fill all the requirements of polite society. 
dealer in the United States can supply you with the fine cor- 
respondence papers made exclusively by the Whiting Paper 
Company, of Holyoke, Mass. 
Offices, 150 and 152 Duane Street. 


You will find 
Every 


Use no others. New York 
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